
ANC 



SCIENCE FICTION 



VOL. 1, NO. 2 






c 



■■■':-■ 






h 




■ 






V* 



a 

N 



.«V 



\ 




1 



■ * 



* 



kTifJ 



\ 






ft* 5 




■ 



1*14 



V 









\ 



V 



■*> 



>!itftoi 



/"***^ 



-rfffi 



II 



■ ? 





v 'n' 






■-a 



-•a 



■ 




r 






.' 



1 



■*r« 



j*H 



K 



■"■■ 
























^^s^^H 



* 










9 




■ - 



< \ 



AN ISSUE OF WHICH TO BE PROUD 




SCIENCE FICTION 

Vol. I, No. m 



CHESTER WHITEHORN, Editor 



TWENTY-FIVE COMPLETE STORIES-NO REPRINTS 



THE PAPER KNIFE by Lelon Kohle 

THE UNUKELIEST THING ....by Bruce Fearing 

GRANCH MALE-LEFT by Emmett Herlocker 

FOOD FOR THOUGHT by Rice Arden 

WOMEN ONLY by Marion Z. Bradley 

SHADE OF BLOND ...' by James L. Harte 

REJECTS f , . , by Frank Bristow 

THE MIRACULOUS LENS ■ by Jack Lewis 

THE SPORTSMEN ....by Sylvia Jacobs 

GRIM FAIRY TALE by Garen Drussai 

THE TIME-KILLER .. . . . by Lelon Kohle 

THE BALL by Stephen Arr 

THE CORNER by T. D. Hamm 

WEIRD CATCH by John Foster West 

RELEASE . by Joseph Slotkin 

ONE MAN WAR by L. Major Reynolds 

AUNT LIZ by Gene Hunter 

THE FARMER'S DAUGHTER & THE MARTIAN by Richard Terzian 

THE VENUS GIPSY ... by C. M. Webster 

DREAM DRINK ; by Don L. Johnson 

KEYHOLE by Marion Z. Bradley 

TEACHER'S PET , by J. T. Oliver 

THE CLOSET by Garen Drussai 

MERCER'S MACHINE .,7 by Joseph Slotkin 

THE QUESTION by Lucius Daniel 

EDITOR'S NOTE 



\ 



2 




13 


', 


15 

* 




HO 


* 


26 


r 

H 


31 


i 


39 


. 


46 




56 




59 




62 




73 




79 




82 




87 




93 
98 




104 




no 




118 




123 




133 
143 




149 


| - 


154 




160 * 


- 



Copyright 1053 by the publishers, Specific Fiction Corp., 145 W. 57th Street, New York 
19, N. Y. Editorial: 341 Bleeeker Street, N. Y„ N. Y. The publisher assumes no responsibility 
for unsolicited manuscripts. 









* 



* 







The Farmer 

Daughter 

The Martian 







By RICHARD TERZIAN 


















i 










ELEM Karr, sole member of the 

First Expedition, stepped out of 
his space ship. He breathed deeply, 
looking about at the green hills and 
swaying trees. Here he was, the 
first member of his race to make a 
journey to another planet, to set foot 
on an alien world! Karr sighed and 
leaned against the side of his ship, 
enjoying the hot sunlight beating 
down on him. He fell to musing on 
what sort of beings he would find. 
His orders had been to make friends 
with, and gather information about, 
any sentient creatures he might find. 
Perhaps these creatures might have 
six heads, or purple horns, or . • . 

Karr^was startled out of his rev- 
erie by a noise a few feet from him. 
He looked up. Standing in front of 
him was a creature It was tall and 
white-haired. Held in its upper limbs 
was a slender rod-like object. 

Karr stepped forward, raising one 
6f his eight tentacles in a friendly 
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gesture. "Hail man of the third 
planet, I bring you greetings from 
those of the fourth planet," he said 
in clear Martian. 

Lem Kendall shifted a wad of to- 
bacco to the other, side of his mouth 
and spat it out. "Hold on critter, 
who ye be and whar ye come from?" 
he replied in clear Earthian. "I 
never seen a critter yet what eould 
make noises like he was talking," 
he continued. 

Karr looked puzzled at his belli- 
gerent tone. He took a step forward, 
and repeated his friendly greeting. 

"Stand where ye are, critter! Don't 
come no closer," yelled Kendall, rais- 
ing his shotgun. 

Karr stopped, surprised. Appar- 
ently this creature was afraid of 
him. That rod was probably a weap- 
on. The Martian smiled to himself. 
Did this foolish person think that 
he could be harmed? He, who was 
protected from all atomic blasts, ray 
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guns, and shock waves? Karr de- 
cided that reasoning with this crea-. 
ture would be impossible. The best 
thing to do was to find another crea- 
ture; perhaps there were some who 
had more sense than this one. 

The Martian turned, and began to 
slither away from Kendall. 

"Hold on critter, whar ye think 
ye're goin?" cried Kendall. 

Karr did not turn around. 

"WeH I'll be danged if a critter 

like that is goin' to get away from 

me!" Kendall raised the shotgun to 

his shoulder, and squeezed the trig- 
ger. 

Boom! - * 

The blast hit the Martian squarely 
in that section which would be oc- 
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cupied by the seat of the pants in 
a human. Karr howled, and fell 
down. Kendall walked gingerly up 
to where he lay writhing , on the 
ground. 

"Well critter, ye're lucky that was 
just rock salt, or ye would have had 
a real pain." 

Karr looked up at him. He had 
thought this creature was stupid! A 
creature with such a terrible weap- 
on! He groaned. 

i 

"Okay now critter, get up an' come 
along. I gotta show you to the fam- 
ily." Kendall motioned with his shot- 
gun. 

The Martian understood, and pain- 
fully stood up on his pseudopods. 
Kendall motioned again, starting to 
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■walk. The Martian meekly followed 
him. 
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AFTER a short walk through the 
woods, they came to Kendall's 
palatial shack, a pine board affair 
with four rooms. A horde of ragged, 
dirty children raced out to meet 
them, screaming. "Whut's that, Pa? 
Whatcha got there?" 

"Hold on!" roared Kendall in a 
terrible voice that quieted the noisy 
throng. "I caught this here critter 
in the woods. He's goi'n to stay with 
us awhile. That's all ye need to 
know. Now git!" With that, the mob 
of children ran off to play, yelling 
and shouting to one another. 

Kendall motioned for Karr to fol- 
low him, and they went up the creak- 
ing porch stairs into the dark smelly 
house. It was then that the unfor- 
tunate Martian came face to face 

* 

with Emmy Lou Kendall, who was 
not only Lem Kendall's eldest daugh- 
ter but also the homeliest female for 
sixty miles around. 

"Emmy Lou," began Kendall, "I 
caught this critter a little while ago. 
He's going to stay with us. Fix him 
up some grub and show him a place 
to sleep." Kendall turned to the 
Martian. "As fer you, don't make 
no trouble, or I'll give ye a dose of 
buckshot," he said with a glare, 
then he strode out of the room. 

Emmy Lou Kendall looked doubt- 
fully at the Martian with her crossed 
eyes. "Well come on critter, I'll get 
ye some food." Motioning to Karr, 



she led him into the home's tiny 
kitchen. "You kin sit down there," 
she said, pointing at the kitchen 
table, then went to work preparing 
a*meal for the strange visitor. 

Inside of twenty minutes a heap- 
ing plate of hog jowls and boiled 
potatoes was set before Karr. /The 
Martian picked a jowl up, and tasted 
it cautiously. Finding the food to 
his liking he dug in with gusto. In 
less than five minutes the plate was 
licked clean, and Karr sat back, giv- , 
ing forth the Martian equivalent of 
a burp. However, he did not forget 
his manners, for he got up, wrapped 
three tentacles about himself, and 
bowed low. "Thank you, most kind 
Earthly female, for this wondrous 
repast," he intoned in his most flow- 
ery fashion. 

"Well I declare," cried Emmy Lou 
„ in a surprised voice, "you sound just 
like you're talkin'." She looked at 
him strangely for a moment,, then 
went on briskly, "Well, I guess I'd 
better show ye to yere room. Come 
along." 

•She led him down a short hallway 
into % a small bedroom, lighted only 
by a tiny window set high in the 
wall. Karr glanced about the room 
for a moment, then turned to his 
hostess and bowed low. "Thank you 
most kindly for this luxurious 
abode." 

"Tee hee," giggled Emmy Lou, 
"you may not talk English, but you 
shore have fine manners." Emmy 
Lou said tee hee again, and walked 
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out of the room, a strange look in 
her eyes. 

After the novelty wore off the Ken- 

■ 

dall family accepted the Martian's 
presence as they would the presence 
of a new house pet. Karr began to 
pick up rudimentary English, and 
was soon able to engage in extremely 
simple conversations. He and Ken- 
dall had a system of pidgin-English 
worked out for rnore complicated 
conversations^ All in all, Karr's first 
few weeks on the farm passed pleas- 
antly. 

One Sunday afternoon, Kendall de- 
cided to exhibit his prize catch to 
the neighbors at a picnic held on the 
farm of an Jeremiah Q. Potter. Load- 
ing his brood into his 1923 Chalmers 
sedan, he started down the road for 
the picnic. 

Needless to say, when Lem Ken- 
dall trooped into the picnic grounds, 
trailed by his nine children and the 
Martian, he created quite a sensa- 
tion among the local yokels. Dozens 
of curious souls gathered around 
Kendall and the Martian, poking, 
pointing, asking questions. Kendall 
managed to ward them off until he 
could get up on a tree stump and 
go through his carefully rehearsed 
Jittle speech about his capture of 
the Martian. 






f After a little more poking and 
pointing, the picnic began in earnest. 
Everyone adjourned to the tables, 
where huge mounds of sandwiches, 
pickles, potato chips, hog jowls, 
and fried chicken lay waiting. Every- 
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one ate like hogs, disposing of the 
food in short order. 

As soon as everyone was comfortably 
stuffed, the young bucks of the com- 
munity began their regular picnic 
activities, beginning with horse-shoes. 
One of these gentlemen had a bril- 
liant idea, "Haw, haw, lets git the 
critter to pitch horseshoes with us," 
said he. The others hawed hawed 
too, and all of them went to the 
table at which Kendall sat with the 
Martian. 

■ 

"Haw, haw, how about lettin' this 
critter pitch a game of horseshoes 
with us, Lem?" asked their leader. 

"Ye're crazy, how can he pitch 
horseshoes?" replied the surprised 
Kendall. 

'Haw, haw, ask 'im anyway. See 
what he says." 

Kendall turned to the Martian, and 
conversed with him in their pidgin- 
English. 

Karr thought a moment. Appar- 
ently these creatures wished to test 



his worth in a contest. Well, by 
Glugg, he'd show them a thing or 
two if that's what they wanted! Karr 
told Kendall that he agreed. 

"Okay boys, he'll play," said Ken- 
dall, turning once again to the 
group, "but ye better show him how 
to play." 

"Sure we'll show 'im. Come on 
critter." The group leader gestured 
for the Martian to follow him, and 
they started off. 

A few minutes of demonstration 
were all that were needed for Karr . 
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to make a gesture of understanding. 
The game started, with Karr 
matched against the best player in 
the county. All those present at the 
picnic were watching when Karr's 
opponent, one Ezekiel Peabody, made 
his first two tosses, both landing a 
few inches from the post. Everybody 
cheered. "Get a ringer, critter!" 
yelled someone. They all laughed. 

ARR stood calmly next to the 
backboard, calmly judging the 

^ 

situation. Within a few seconds, he 
calculated the air-resistance, wind, 
correct arc, and force necessary. He 
made his first throw. The horseshoe 
arced through the air, all eyes upon 
it. Clunk! a perfect ringer. The 
glassy-eyed spectators stared at the 
Martian wonderingly. 

There is little point in discussing 
here how Selem Karr went on to 
beat the pants off the best horseshoe 
pitchers in Dade County. Suffice it 
to say that after he had made fifty- 
six ringers in a row, the boys decided 
to quit. 

The Martian's final victory was a 
signal for the start of the celebra- 
tion. Karr was carried off by the 
cheering throng to join in the cele- 
bration. One of the men produced 
some' jugs of mountain dew, 100 
proof, and the revelry began. 

Karr was given his own jug, which, 

i 

after an experimental sip, he drained 
dry, and motioned for more. The 
gaiety was still going on at midnight, 
when one of the revelers felt an im- 






pulse to sing. He did so, and every- 
one else joined in, to the plinking 
of somebody's banjo. - - 

"Show me the way to go home." 

Plink, plunk. 

"I'm tired an' I wanna go to bed." 

Plink, plank. 

Karr did not understand the words, 
but he could sound them and he sung 
uproariously with the crowd, waving 
a half empty jug in one tentacle. 

". . . on land, or sea, or foam. 

You can always hear me singin* 
this song. 

Show me the way to go home. 

Plink, plink." 

Selem Karr, the pride of his race, 
managed to stagger into bed by two 
o'clock in the morning. 

After his triumph, Karr was re- 
spected throughout the county. Be- 
fore, he had been a mere freak. Now, 
he was known far and wide as a per- 
son of accomplishment. 

Gradually, however, the neighbors 
became used to his presence, as the 
Kendall family had, and he soon 
passed out of local gossip. 

For Karr, the days passed quickly. 
He had many tasks on the farm. 
Tasks which he did much better than 
any human could. 

It "was quite a sight to see him 
arrange four cows in a square, then 
milk them all at once, his power- 
ful tentacles squeezing the last drop 
from them. Hens had little chance 
to protect their newborn young from 
his depredations. One tentacle would 
lift the squawking mother from her 
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perch, while the other snatched the 
far, white eggs, Karr could also 
pluck chickens faster than any far- 
mer's wife, and could guzzle more 
corn whiskey than any five field 
hands. Kendall and his family be- 
came quite fond of the Martian, due 
to the fact that none of them had 
to Work any more. Emmy Lou Ken- 
dall was especially fond of Karr, 
serving him with the best cuts of 
meat, fixing his bed, and following 
his movements with loving" eyes. 

Winter passed, and spring came. 

Although Karr -worked from dawn 
to dusk, plowing, planting, cultiva- 
ting, he began to feel vague throb- 
bings of discontent: He tried to work 
these thoughts off, but it was no Use. 
More and more his thoughts turned 
toward his native planet. 

He tantalized himself with visions 
of the fair maidens of Mars. Dreams 
of their graceful tentacles, their love- 
ly pseudopods, and rich, full beaks 
haunted him. One day, while he 
was in this state of mind, he hap- 
pened to glance at Emmy Lou Ken- 
dall. She smiled at him. 

". . . and now I pronounce you . . . 
er . . , man and wife," the preacher 
intoned, "you may kiss the bride." 
Selem Karr turned, wrapped four 
tentacles around Emmy Lou, and 
kissed her. 
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his space ship. He did not pause 
to admire the scenery, as -his pre- 
decessor had, for he had'^a definite 
mission to accomplish. Five years 
had gone by since Selem Karr had 
started on his Voyage to the third 
planet. It was HubbV duty to either 
find Karr, or accomplish Karr's ori- 
ginal mission. Hifbb stood uncer- 
tainly for a moment, then strode off - 
in the direction of a patch of woods. 
He had 
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y -gone a few yarcJ9 
when' he stopped short, faced by the 
strangest collection of creatures-' he 
had ever seen. ' There were six of 
them, Four of them were small, with 
eight tentacles each, like a Martial* 
but having two other limbs rathe* 
than pseudopods. Standing in front 
of them was another creature, ob- 
viously a native of the third planet, 
and next to her . . . Selem Karr! 
Hubb was overcome with joy; to find 
his good friend after all these years! 
He rushed forward, shouting. But 
the expression on Karr's face stop- 
ped him short, in front of his long 
lost friend. Hubb stared at him, 
confused. "What is wrong, old friend, 
don't you recognize me?" he asked 
in clear Martian. 

Selem Karr shifted a wad of to- 
bacco to the other side of his mouth, 
and, spat it out. "Hold on thar crit- 
ter, who ye be, an whar ye come 
from?" he replied in clear Earthian. 
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